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I was in town at the time, receiving at the Ministry
of Foreign Affairs a visit from M. Nitroff, Master of the
Court of the Grand Duke Wladimir, who had requested
him to consult me on some matter of the protocol.
This  business  being  finished,   I   detained  my visitor,
whose artistic taste I knew and appreciated, about a
half-hour longer, in order to show him certain interior
decorations that were in progress in the palace of the
Ministry.    After leaving me, M. Nitroff was to go to
the residence of the Prime Minister on some other com-
mission entrusted to him by the Grand Duke, and so,
it happened that this accidental delay saved him from the
explosion at M. Stolypine's villa, where he would other-
wise have arrived a few minutes before the catastrophe.
Informed by telephone of what had happened, I jumped
into my carriage at the door of the Ministry, and in
twenty minutes reached the scene of the disaster, the
horror of which passes all description.    About a third
of the villa was blown to pieces, and if the destruction
was not more complete it was only because the house
had been built of wood ; a stone or brick structure would
have been entirely demolished and the number of victims
would have been that much more numerous.    Partly
buried under piles of beams and wreckage one could
see human bodies,  some inanimate, while  others still
gave signs of life.    Here and there were shreds of clothing
and torn and bleeding limbs;  cries of anguish and calls
for help wrung the heart; before the entrance a shape-
less mass of wood and twisted iron and the carcases of
two horses were all that was left of the equipage which
had  btought  there  the  perpetrators   of  the  horrible
deed.    Literally   nothing   remained   of   the   vestibule
and the three rooms on the ground floor leading to that
occupied at the time by M. Stolypine; as if by a miracle